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ever be happily married unless he agrees to cooperate in the rear-
ing of Albert and stops criticizing me and losing his temper like a
baby.
Terence Crawford was also unhappy in the divorce. He was a
handsome man, whose voice was brisk, but the breezy assurance
seemed counterfeit. Underneath there was a defensive note, as
though Terence wondered about the impression he was making on
the counselor when he said:
Albert needs a father, I need a wife, and Georgia needs a hus-
band. Our divorce was a foolish mistake.
I'm willing to overlook Georgia's unkindness and take her back.
I will try to forget her insults. When our little girl was lolled,
Georgia nearly broke my heart. She behaved as though Kathleen
had belonged exclusively to her. *Tve lost my daughter," she said
to me that terrible day. "You still have your son/*
Georgia has always been prejudiced against Albert. To cover up,
she insists I was indifferent to our daughter. It isn't true. Many,
many evenings, after I leave work, I stand in the hall at the door
of my apartment thinking of Kathleen, overwhelmed by memories
of other, better home-comings. I can recall so well the rush of Al-
bert's footsteps when he heard my key, and then the second foot-
steps, lighter, slower, following his. ... I used to call Kathleen
"the little cow's tail." Often I have to lean my head against the wall
before I can see the keyhole, turn my key, and go in.
Georgia would scorn such weakness as unmanly and play-actor-
ish. She has no respect for my deep feelings, and she stifles her
own. At the time of Kathleen's death, I allowed her to take Albert
and "visit her father—the old man despises me—because I feared
far her reason. She had no comfort to give me, and she shrank from
any comfort I offered her.
Yet I faaow Georgia loves me. There have been times I have beea

